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The Trumpeter. 
A Fa ABLE. g 


N ip s of ore, when old Folks tell us, 

The Worick was full of honeſt Fellows ; "© 

When Prieſt and People were "WH, 
And one beliey'd, what F other ſaid : 
In other Words, ſome time ago, 15 0 | 
When things were juſt as they are now, 
And whatſoe'er our Grandſires ſay, 
The World rub'd on the ſelf ame way: 
When Courtiers Kuren ide Prieſt cry'd Treafon, 
Faith was a different from Reaſon, _ 
All Juſt reſiſtance, grew Damnation, 
And none but Slaves cou'd claim Salvation; 
Till Pulpit Tales, and Court Alarms, 
Made Fools, and Madmen take up Arms. 
In theſe good Times of Fire and Sword, 
When Blood and Slaughter was the Word, 
One day by Chance i. ſo en ol, 
As e bs Chance, oft come about, 
Two Parties met, fell ren to't; 
Warmly engag'd in that diſpute, . 
Where Strength of reaſon both lides own, 
And he's convinc'd who's firſt knock's down. 
WWbhilſt they were at it Hand to Fiſt, 
A Trumpeter amongſt the reſt, 
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Was mighty buſy, (in his way,) 

_ To gain the honour of the Day. 2 

His Trumpet was both loud and ſhrill, 
His Lungs were, equal to his skill, | 
But then his Courage was far more, 

Than Trumpeter e' er had before. 

Able in Hand as well as Heart, 

He ſcorn'd to Act a common Part; 
(Like Vulgar Trumpeters, to blow 

Only the Charge perhaps, or ſo,) | 
But when he took his Trumpet down, 
Huzza'd and led his Party on; > 
His able Sorrel ſpur'd about, 

Both Trumpeter at once and Scout, 

le clap'd his Hands, and cry'd haloo 

In ſhort did all that Man cou'd do, 

Who wou'd contempt of Life expreſs, 
To live Immortal in a Verſe. 

In vain the unhappy do their beit 
For who alas! can Fate reſiſt. 

He thought he led a Party or, 
But look'd behind — and all were gone. 

Dear Muſe, was ever Place ſo fit, Poets. Zoq- 

For Poet to diſplay his Wit, 

In deep Soliloquy to paint, 

The Reſignation of a Saint; 

Who having for the public good, 

Spent Swear, as much as ſome do Blood, 
When now he thought the Palm was won, 
Sees all his hopes at once undone. 

Ye Silent Trees, and ſenceleſs Stones, 
Who hear'd th? afflicted Patriots groans; 
Witneſs ! that this our humble Song 

At leaſt has done his Speech no wrong, 


Since 


An 


= £3 
Since we, (who eaſily cou'd do't) 
Have rather choſe to make him mute. 

The Foe advanc'd, was now come nigh, 
Whilſt He, who thought it mean to fly. 
VDnmoveable, and fearleſs ſtood, 
As if the Horſe.or Man were Wood. 
So Cocles, erſt the darling Name, 
Of Rome's firſt Sons and early Fame; _ 

When all his Country Men were beat, 
Alone, cou'd cover their, retreat, 
N oppos'd the Victors way, 

kept an Army at the bay. 

Our Heroe thus left all alone, 
Stood odds far more than Ten to one, 
Yet bravely ſtill his Trumpet blows, 
And to their Teeth defys his Foes. 
Numbers (quoth he,) ſhan't make me yield 
The Glory, I have won in field; P- 
See here, my Trampet, and my Coat, 
Theſe things were always Sacred thought. 
In Marſhal Law, we Irampets ſtand, 
Embaſſadours at ſecond Hand; 
Embaſſadours, you know are things, 
Sacred as are their very Kings; 
Whence, to an Academic Ear 
From Logic rules I prove it clear, 
That if by Sactilegious Force, 
You ſet on Me, or whip my Horſe, 
You in our Perſons, (think upon't) 

Both Kzzz2s and Trumpeters affront. 
The Law of Nations lyes at take, 
Which you tho? Vittors muſt not break; 
Yet ſhou'd you be ſo over bold, | 
To graſp at what you dare not hold; mY, 
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Deſpiſe, the Majeſty of Kings, 


And Trumpets Treat like Common things; 45 


Tho' I may now deſenceleſs ſeem, 


Your Scorn more likely than Eſteem, 
There's Thoſe amongſt us you ſhall find, 


Spight of your Teeth will ſpeak their mind, 2 


And let me once that Power ſee 


That dare oppoſe, what They decree. 


Thus as the danger drew more near 


The farther ſtill he ſeemd from fear, 
Fully re ſolv'd to die a Adertyr, 


But upon ſecond t hts, cr Quarter 
Quarter, 8 and 2 _ 


For, firſt, I am no Man of Blood : 
Next, pray my harmieſs Trumpet ſpare, 
For I no other weapon bear. 

And now, pray take it on my Word, 
As it is mean to draw your Sward, 


Where there's no Armour of defence, 


But that weak Guard call'd Innocence, 


| ?Tis much more baſe, his blood to ſpill 
| Who never did you any ill, 


And who amongſt you is there found, 


That ſaw me give or take a wound 


Beſides, my Principles will prove, 


| Pm Innocent as any Dove, 


Kick me, or Pinch me, what you will, 
For my Part, I am Paſſive ſtill, 
A Worm when Trod upon will Tarn, 
I only turn aſide, and Mourn. 
Thirdly, I can't imagine why 
You take me for your Enemy; 
is true I came in herd with thoſe, 
W hom you are 888 to — your Foes, 
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And might perhaps my Trampes blow 
Does that convict me? T7 fay x | 3 


Aſſign the Evil, in ſo doing; 
was to encourage thoſe you ſay. 
Wo came againſt you, I /ay nay, 
Pray, whom, when I my Trumpet 
Did I encourage more than yu? _ © 
__ Laſtly, VINl undertake to prove 
That what I did was out of Love, 
Believ't, meer bowels of Compaſſion, 


Let him who thinks himfelf moſt knowing, 


NEW, 


| To ſpare your Lives. and fave the Nation : | 


Why did I blow ? but out of fear 
You ſhou'd not know your Danger near? 
In fine, to cloſe up all I've ſaid, | 
Good Folks, my Trumpet is my Bread : 


If you break that ; Sen break my Head. 
To this fine Speech 2 Stander by, wen. 


In merry Mood made like Reply : 


Quoth he, Your Tale was ſomething long, $6, 


But not to do your Learning wrong ; 
So wondrous Eloquent and witty 

To cut it ſhorter had been Pity. 

_ Trumpets you ſay are ſacred Things, 
As Sceptres in the Hands of Kings, 
And you who bear one as ſecure 

From all Attempts of Civil Power. 
"Tis Sacrilege to ſtrike or wound 


For where Tos ſtand is Holy Ground. 


This is the Foot you wou'd be on, 

But ' tis by this you are undone, 
For ſince of both ſides we agree, 

You Trumpeters from Danger free; 


What 
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What Puniſhment can be ſo great 


But you deſerve a harder Fate; 


Who can't enjoy that eaſe we give, 


As long as we in eaſe do live. 
Lou like ſome fiend broke out of Hell, 


Who xy amn'd to ſee us well : '_ 
place your ſole delight; 


In miſchie | 
Nor blow your Trumpet but in Spight : 
To propagate your groundleſs fears, 


Abuſe the State, and Peoples Ears; ep 


Till madded by your hell Taught Notes, 
We Tear out one another?s Throats. 


MORAL. 
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|| Now hom the Trumpeter came off, 


| With Head and Trumpet broke, or no; 
Whether he ought to cry or laugh _ 
lope vor I at preſent know. 
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